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The Hiftorie of 

The very botome and the foulc of hope, 

The very lift, the very vtmoft bound 
Of all our fortunes. 

Doug, Faith, and fo we fhould, 

■Where now remaines a fvveete reuerfion, 

We may boldly fpend.vpon the hope, of what t'is to come m 
A comfort of retirementliues in this. 

Hot. Arandeous,ahometo flievnto, 

Jfthat the Diucll and mifchance looke big 
Vpon the maidenhead of our affaires. 

Wor. But.yet / would your father had bene here* 

The qualitie and haire of our attempt 
Brookes no diuifion.it will be thought 
By fome.that know not why he is away, 

That wifedonie, loyalty, and meere diftike 
Orour proceedings, kept the Earle from hcnce» 

And thinkc,how fuch an apprehenfion 
May tame the tide offcarefull fadiion, 

And breedc a kinde of queftion in our caufe: 

For .well you know, we of the oflfring fide, 

Muff keepe aloofe from ftrift arbitrement , 

And ftopall fight-holes, euery loope.from whence 
The eye of reafon may prie in vpon vs. 

This abfence of your fathers drawes a curtaine. 

That fhewes the ignorant, a kinde of feare 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot. Youftrainetoofar. 

/rather of his abfence make this vfe, 

7t lends aluftre and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to your great enterprize. 

Then if the Earle were here:for men muft thinke, 

If we without his helpe can make a head 
To puQi againft a kingdome, with his helpe 
We fhall or turneit,topfic ttiruy downe. 

Yet all goes well, yet all our ioynts are whole. 

Doug. As heart can thinke, there is not fuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland, as thistearmc of feare. 

Enter Sir %i, Vernon. 

Hot, 
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Hemy the fourth, 

H»t. My coofen Vernon.welcome by my foulc. 

Ver. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, Lord. 

The Earle of \YeftmerIand,feuen thoufand ftiong, 

Is marching hitherwards, withPrince Iohn. 

Hot. No harme.what more? 

Ver. And further /hauelearnd. 

The King hirafelfe in perfon hath fet forth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpedily, 

With ftrong and mighty preparation. 

Hot. He ftaall be welcome too: where is htj fonne, 

The nimble footed madcap, Prince of Wales/ 

And his Cumradcs, that daft the world afidc, 

Andbiditpaflc/ 

Ver, All furniftit, all in Armes: 

All plumdc like Eftridgcs, that with the wifldc 
Baited like Eagles hauing lately bath’d. 

Glittering in golden coates like images. 

As full offpirit as the month of May, 

And gprgeous as the funne at Midfomer, 

V/anton as youthfull goate$,wilde as yong buls: 

Ifaw yong Harry with his bcuer on. 

His cuflics on his thighs, gallantly armde. 

Rife from the ground like feathered Mercury,’ 

And vaulted with fuch cafe into his feat. 

As if an Angell dropt downe frbra the clouds. 

To turne and wind a fiery Pegafus, 

And witch the world withnoblehorfcmanftiip. 

Hot, No more.no more,worfe then the fun in March, 

This praife doth nourifh agues, let them come, 

They come like facrifices in their trim. 

And to the fire-cyd maid of fmoky war. 

All hot and bleeding will we offer then* 

The mailed Mars fhali on his altars fit 
Vp to the eares in bloud. I am on fire 
T o heare this rich reprizall is fo nigh. 

And yet not ours:Come,let metalee my horfe. 

Who is to beareme like a thunderbolt, 

Againft th* bofomc of the Prince of Wales, 

H 2 Harry 
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